DOCTOR
TRIXIE BEAU'S ADVICE TO THE UNINSURED About three months ago a bump appeared on the bridge of my nose. It had a hard whitish tip. Naturally, I picked it, but it didn't go away. So I picked it again. The hard whitish tip came off, but then it regrew. I picked it. It regrew. I picked it. It regrew.
"My unicorn horn won't go away," I complained to my boyfriend Eliot. He told me to go to the dermatologist and get it frozen off. "But what if it's the source of all my power?" Again, I pressed down on its rough edge with my fingernail.
He rolled his eyes. "What if it's cancerous?" I stopped picking. I've spent a lot of time in the sun.
Anxious, I called my mother to see if she could recommend a doctor. As I hung up the phone, I made a face at Eliot, who was cleaning up cat pee with a sponge. Wally had sprayed the stereo again. "Dr. Another brunette with impeccable skin gave me a bright smile. "Five hun dred dollars, please," she said.
I stared at her, open-mouthed. I had been there all of seven minutes.
I first noticed the bump on my nose when I was in Massachusetts earlier that summer visiting family. Three days into this trip, I got a call from Eliot, who was still at home in Los Angeles. I presumed he was calling for our daily long-distance check-in. "Dude!" I said, picking up the phone. "I miss you already!" My hair was still wet from a late-afternoon swim in the ocean. "How was your day?" "Dude," he said. "Brace yourself. I have some bad news."
I frowned and sat down on the corner of my bed.
"Maxeem is gone," he said. Maxima, my trusty, dusty, and beloved means of transport for the last ten years. The last "a" in Maxima had been knocked off the trunk by an old bike rack. "What do you mean she's gone?" My mother had driven me to the air port, and I had left Maxeem parked in front of my parents' house. "Someone stole your car, sweetie."
I fell over onto my back and stared at the wooden beams of the ceiling.
"Your dad noticed she wasn't there this morning. At first he thought your sister had borrowed her, but then he realized your sister was upstairs."
Immediately I began to try to remember what I had left in the trunk. I had returned the box of library books I had checked out for the summer course I had been teaching. But there were a couple textbooks and another box of books I was supposed to have dropped off at the Goodwill in the backseat. at the end of our block had recently been covered with their red "ftr" graf fiti, and Eliot and I were routinely awakened by police helicopters at 3 a.m., their searchlights flashing across the walls of our bedroom.
Our guesthouse was tiny, and we shared it with Bill and Wally, two long legged black-and-white cats who existed in a constant state of territorial war fare, which equaled pee. It should be noted that their cat door was the size of a kickboard, which meant that raccoons and other feral Frogtown inhabit ants frequently paid unwelcome visits, which equaled more pee. In fact, Eliot had just been aiming his bottle of Nature's Promise Odor Removal at three large yellow droplets on the side of the television one night when he heard the telltale squeak of our back gate. A police helicopter had been chopping up the air overhead for the last fifteen minutes, its searchlight right in our yard, on our tomato plants, on our steps. I was out and not expected home THE IOWA REVIEW for several hours. Eliot told me later that he heard footsteps. Someone was running behind our house. Quickly he set down the spray bottle and reached for a butcher knife. Hiding it behind his back, he stepped out into the yard.
A young man in a tank top stood sweating near the back fence clutching a cell phone.
They stared each other. Eliot pointed at the lapd helicopter. "Is that for you?"
The Then a couple weeks later we got a call from our landlord. She said she had gotten an anonymous call claiming that the front house was a drug den.
She wanted to know if we thought this was outlandish. Eliot and I exchanged looks.
"We need to move," he mouthed.
It was the icing on the cake, or as we say in Frogtown, the diaper on the lawn. I agreed wholeheartedly that we should move, but I was anxious.
Eliot worked as an architect at a small firm and his hours had recently been cut. He was now at two-thirds time. I didn't know how many classes I'd be assigned to teach the next semester, if any, and we needed to take Bill and Wally to the vet to sort out the peeing problem. Separate, large desks. "Let's do it," I said, waiting as Eliot popped the top off his Sierra Nevada so that I could stand in the kitchen and use the cutting board.
"We won't get anything much more expensive." "We'll drink hot cider in the fall, and I'll knit pillows for our sofa and gar den and sew things!" I squealed.
Eliot squinted at the freeway exit. "Was it Forty-third Street or Fifty-third 7
Street?" "We could maybe even save a tiny bit of money, and Wally and Bill will stop peeing on the bookshelves, and I'll-" Eliot pulled up in front of the chain-link fence wrapped with barbed wire.
"Twenty-two forty-seven," he said. "Right?" I recognized the building's thin blue wooden siding and the small dia mond-shaped stained glass at the top of the second floor from the Craigslist As we pulled up in front of our place in Frogtown, five young men in baggy jeans and white T-shirts were lurking beneath the avocado tree, smoking cigarettes. Eliot and I exchanged looks. "Hi!" I called to the young men, waving vigorously while Eliot pulled the stack of bills from our mailbox. The men looked us over coldly and narrowed their eyes. We tromped across the shared lawn, carefully avoiding used baby diapers, crushed children's toys, empty soda cans, dirty Styrofoam, oily rags, and my favorite, the small deflating bouncy castle full of fetid sprinkler water, cigarette butts, and decomposing leaves. "Have a great day," I called over my shoulder. I could hear Jerrod's three-year-old wailing inside the house.
